32         THE   INDIAN  SCENE
Next you pass a well with a pair of bullocks drawing water by the simple device of walking away from it and hauling a rope over a wheel, with a bucket at the other end of it. As we approach a village the fields are alive with people, who have arrayed themselves in the vividest crimsons, oranges, greens, yellows, and scarlets for the humble business of agricultural labourer. Turbans of pale pink seem to be specially favoured by the young men, and the children are either naked or fantastically dressed up. By this time the faint resemblance to the English countryside has clean vanished, and beyond all doubt we are in the heart of the East.
The train slows down, and you draw up at a scene which will fascinate you a hundred times during your travel There is no boredom in waiting at an Indian railway station. Each one is, to the